
The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ofhis true ftate. 

Quee, Did he rcceiucyou well? 

Rof. Moft like a gentleman. 

Guyl. But with much forcing ofhis dilpofition, 

Rof. Niggard of queftion,but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Did you aflay him to any paftime ? 

%sf Maddam.it lo fell out that certaine Players 
Wc ore-raught on the way,of thefe we told him. 

And there did feeme in him a kind of ioy 
To heare ofit : they are hecre about the Court, 

And as I chinke, they haue already order 
This night to piay before him. 

Pol. Tis moft true. 

And he befeechtmetointreatyour Maiefties 
To heare and fee the matter. 

King. With all my heart. 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen gifte him a father edge* 

And driue his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof. Wefhall my Lord. Exeunt R?f& Gujl, 
King. Sweet gertrardjcauc vs two. 

For we haue clofely fent for Hamlet hether. 

That he ast’wereby accedent,may hecre 
Aftront Ophelia^ her father and my felfe, 

Wee le fo beftow outfelues,that feeing vnfeene, 

We may of their encounter franckely iudge. 

And gather by him as he is behau’d, 

lft be th af fli$ion of his loue or no 
That thus he fufFers fotv 
Qte* I fliall obey you,. 

And for my part Ophelia, I doe wifh 
That ycur good beauties be the happy caufe 

m 1 h °P« your rertucs- 
Will bring him to hu wonted way a^aine 
To both your honours. too 

Opbe. Maddam,I wi/h it may. - . 

you heerc.gracious fo pleafeyou, 
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Prince ofDenmarke* 

We will beftow our felues;teade on this booke, 

That (how of fuch an exercifc may collour 
Your lowlineffejwe are oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much proou’d.that with dcuotions vifage 
And pious a&ion.wc doe fugarore 
The Diuell himfelfe. 

Rtnu Otis too true. 

How fmart a lafh that fpeech doth giue my confctence’ 

The harlots cheeke beauried with plaftring art, 

Js not more ougly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deede to my moft painted word: 

Ohcauy burthen: 

Enter Hamlet , 

p 0 i I heare him comming, with-draw my Lord. 

Ha w. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion. 

Whether tis nobler in the mindc to fuffer 
The flings and arrowesof outragious fortune, 

Or to take Armes againft a fea of troubles. 

And by oppofing end thcm:To die to fleepe 
Nomoretand by a fleepe, to fay wcend 
*5 ne hart- ake, and thethoufand naturall (hocks 
Thatflcfh isheire toj tis a confumation 
Deuoutly to be wifht to die to fleepe, 

To fleepe, perchance to dreame,! there’s the rub. 

For in that fleepe of death what dreames may come? 

When we haue fhuffledoff this moi tall coy lo 
Muft giue vs paufe,there’s the refpeft 
That makes calamity of fo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and fcornes of time, 

Th’opprcflors wrong,the proude mans contumely. 

The pangs ofoffice,and the lawes delay, 

The infolence of office, and the fpurnes 
That patient merrit of th’vnworthy takes, 

W hen himfelfe might his quietas make 
With a bare bodkin;who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary Iftc? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d country, from whofe borne 
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